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Author's Notes: 
Somone told me | should write another story with this pairing. Tell me if you like it. Or if you don't. 


Axl Rose glared at his former drummer, slouched lazily beside his lawyer. The judge declared a recess, a week 
for both parties to get their evidence together. Axl rolled his eyes, striding easily from the stuffy room, and 
waited on the courthouse steps for a cab. He turned when someone touched his shoulder. He bared his teeth. 
"Go away Steven 

The blonde cringed but spoke confidently. 

"I want to talk to you." 


‘| want nothing to do with you." 


"You want the lawsuit dropped, don't you?" 


Axl narrowed his eyes. 

"Come to my place." 

"And you'll drop the case?" 

"If you please me." 

It took him a second but Axl caught his meaning and stood slowly. 

"This stays between us?" 

Steven nodded. 

"You know you disgust me, I'd rather fuck a donkey?" 

Stevens' hands fisted at his sides. 

"| wouldn't make it so obvious Axl. You want to save millions the cost is being my whore for a night." 

Axl bowed his head and thrust his hands into his pants. He took a deep breath. 

‘Lead the way." 

Steven spun on his heel, and they began to walk side by side, neither speaking for the seemingly endless block 
to his house. Axl waited as Steven unlocked the door, remaining silent as he followed him through the clutter 
of crap until they arrived at the bedroom. He flinched as the door was shut behind him. 

"Want it open?" 

Axl nodded. Steven obeyed. then stood in front of the redhead. He carefully undid his tie, then lifted it from the 
singers’ neck. Axl shrugged off his coat, and began to unbutton his shirt, stepping out of his shoes. Steven 
grabbed his hands, putting them on his hips. 

| set the pace. Not you." 

Axl opened his mouth but Steven put his finger on his lips. 


"You say stop, I'll see you in court. But | won't rape you, or keep you here if you want to leave." 


Axl nodded, dropping his eyes. 


‘lm going to kiss you n ow. Close your eyes." 

He pulled his finger away and replaced it with his tongue. Axl remained tense until he felt Stevens’ hand stroked 
his hair. He bent his head, noticing their height differences for the first time. When Steven broke the kiss, he 
fumbled with his buttons, finally ripping his shirt open in frustration. Axl laughed and Steven gripped his chin 
hard. 

"Don't fucking laugh at me." 


Axls' eyes softened. 


"Is been awhile since somebody wanted me so much they didn't care how much it would cost to replace my 


clothes." 

Steven relaxed. He undid his belt and zipper motioning for Axl to step out of his slacks. He kissed him again, his 
hands roaming over his back and buttocks, still fully clothed himself. Axl blushed as his cock responded to the 
thin boy in his arms. Steven smiled at him. 

‘lm going to bring you to your knees. See how you like it" 

Axl shuddered. 

| won't hurt you. Kneel." 

Axl dropped to one then both knees, staring up at his former friend. 


"Take my cock out of my pants.” 


Without speaking, he undid his zipper the sound of fabric separating the only noise in the room. Stevens’ 


erection sprang free and Axl looked at him, hurt coloring his voice. 

"You planned this?" 

Steven cupped his cheek, running his thumb over his pale lips. 

"No. | hopped. | haven't worn underwear since I've been in your band" 

Axls' eyes widened, but before he could speak Steven made another demand. 
"Put your lips around me. | want to cum in your mouth." 


The singer looked at his erection for a moment, kissing the tip before sliding his mouth up the length, his nose 


filling with his sandalwood scent. Steven dug his hands in his hair, making no move to control him. Axl relaxed 


his throat, taking him in deep, licking the purpling head when he pulled back for air, grazing the underside with 
his teeth. 


"Don't fucking bite me." 

His hands squeezed the back of his neck. 

"Never." 

He put his mouth around him once more, humming hard around his length, and Steven came with a groan, 
throwing his head back, pushing his hips against his mouth, his hands holding him lightly and Axl swallowed his 
cum wiping the stray fluid from the corner of his mouth. Steven smiled down at him until Axl began to tuck 
him back in. 

"We still got all night babe. Undress me. Stay down" 

Axl untied his shoes, letting him steady himself with his hands on his shoulders as he helped him out of his 
pants. He undid what buttons he could reach then sat back. Steven undid the rest then held out his hands. Axl 
put his hands palm to palm with the blonde and Steven pulled him up, standing on tiptoe to kiss him again. Axl 
drew him closer, his hands stroking his back and hair, his tongue playing with Steven's’. When he pulled his head 
away, Steven gasped pulling him back down, greedily stroking his tongue with his. He began to walk, leading him 
to the bed never tearing their mouths apart for more than a breath of air. When Axl finally sat, he pushed 
him on his back 

"Roll over." 

"You really do hate me." 

If | hated you | wouldn't give you the chance to pretend l'm someone else when | ride you." 

Axl blushed deeply. 

"| don't want the chance." 

He closed his eyes not wanting to see his derision. 

"You don't have to say that" 

Axl shrugged. 


"Please. Let me see.” 


"Alright babe. Just don't spit on me." 


Axl laughed and the tension was lifted. Steven helped him scoot back, parting his legs. 
"Um- you have lube right?" 

Steven blushed. 

"| wanted to look for a moment. Sorry." 

He began to sit up, and reached for the lube he kept under his pillow. As he wet his hand, Axl parted his legs. 
"You can look." 

Steven raised an eyebrow. 

"Trying to waste time?" 

"Trying to please you." 

‘| want this to be real. But I'll make do with this a night like this." 

"Tell me you'll drop the lawsuit, even if | leave, then you'll know if it's real.” 

"NO! | won't let you leave me." 


He scooped up his legs and pushed through his tightness, sighing at the heat that surrounded him. Axl 


whimpered. 
"Not so hard, please!" 


Steven nodded kissing his chest and smoothing his hair from his forehead as he allowed Axl time to adjust to 
his length. He held his hips loosely and began to thrust again, his eyes locked on Axl. 


"Better?" 
He nodded and he kept pushing. The silence stretched broken occasionally with moans. 
"Can | have a kiss?" 


Steven leaned down and waited as Axl struggled to meet him halfway, surprising him by locking their mouths 
together, pushing him back against the pillows. 


"Steven" 


His name whispered from those lovely lips was the final touch, making him cum in his body, not withdrawing 
until he was completely empty. He rolled off, then put his hand on Axls' erection, pumping twice to get him off. 
Axls' eyes stayed open, mouth widening as he came, a silent invitation for a kiss which Steven gave. He cuddled 
him close, feeling his heart slow as Axl nestled against him. 

"Tell me now. Tell me | can leave." 

Steven closed his eyes, kissing his forehead. 

"lll drop the lawsuit. You're free to go." 

Axl smiled. 

‘Open your eyes." 

Steven looked cautiously at him. 

lm not going to anywhere." 


"Don't fuck with me." 


"l'm not. Whether or not you want to rejoin our band, I'm not going anywhere. | want to stay here, with you. In 
your arms, in your bed. If you'll let me." 


‘| want you to. | need you to stay with me." 
"Yes, Steven. I'll stay with you." 


He tightened his grip on the singer and Axl nuzzled against him, lifting his face for a kiss. 


